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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Then who can say if I have gone a-gipsying from dusk till 
dawn 
In company with fay and faun, where firefly-lanterns 
gleam ? 
And have I danced on cobwebs thin to Master Locust's 
mandolin — 
Or have I spent the night in bed, and was it all a dream ? 

Victor Starbuch 



THE FAERIES' FOOL 

Thus spake my faerie sponsors long ago, 

Weaving wild spells that I might do their will : 

(Laughing they spoke — and yet my mother wept, 
Cuddling me closer still ! ) 

"We name thee Fey-heart, little newborn soul — 

Go thou and serve the world's most foolish things: 

Whistle through thumbs to moldy garden-seeds, 
And brush the wood-gnat's wings. 

We give thee cobwebs and a reel of dreams 
To pay the tavern's score for wine and bread. 

Go thou, small soul, and spend thy elfin coin, 
And make thy storm-swept bed." 

Anita Fitch 
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